NOTE: This newspaper appearance was divided 
and enlarged to fill 8 4%" x 11" pages, roughly in 
the manner shown below. 
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By JACK 


snowballs: at. me.” 


mother said, 

“ET Know. But it. doesn’t look 
very ladytike to be dodging all the 
time. “It’s undignified. And some- 


nN «times you get hit.” 


“In my day it was pigtails | in ink 
wells,””. dad said, looking over hig 
paper. ‘ 

“How old are you, really,” I 


asked him.: 
“All right,” he suid. “So I ‘read 
But some of them 


it somewhere. 
still wore Pigtails. when I was a 
boy.” 

Libby glatic nd over at the work ] 
was doing. hy. don’t you go out 
with pirls more? 

“Beeause I’m too ‘busy, learning 
to. bean engineer, and eae 
girls. talk “too much. hy J don't 
you finish your homedanie? 

“Pm through.” 

Father laid down the’ paper so 


“he could refill his pipe. . “By the 
ap 


way, Ned, what ever ypenied fy 

that Frances, ‘something-or-other 

who always went skiing with you? 

J haven't seen, her around lalely. ” 
, She got married,” I said. 


| THE BLONDE 
| THAT: LISPED 
‘* 


A wife cnn be a great help lo a 
husband" in his career,” Libhy said, 


’ “I'm going to marry a struggling 


Be ienlist and we'll starve toyether 
in his laboratory. ! think Timmy 
Collier's going to be a geologist. 
He puts rocks in his snowballs.” 

“Oh, yes,” mother suid. “The 
Collier family ‘that just moved in 
down. the street.” 

“And that blonde -what's-her- 
name that hisped?” father asked, 

1 rubbed the back of my neck. 

“She rot married.” 

“See,” Libby said: “Everybody 
gets married. What's wrong wit 
you?” 

“Did you say he puts -rocks. in 
his snowballs. dear?’  matber 


(Copy right 1056 tx News Syndiente Co, Ine.) 
Y kid sister stopped doing her homework and newen 
on ner pencil thoughtfully. 
a couple of years HOW: she. said. 
a 
“It’s a compliment, dary; ig my extremely cane tous,” mother said. 


sponge cake 


RITCHIE \ 


noticing boys: for | 


] théy do is throw 


“T've all 
“But a 


“Besides, you can take over the 
pan. I met Mrs. Cot- 
lier at the supermarket today and 
she said that she wanted to make 
sponge take tomorrow. but she 
doesn’t have |the pan for it, I told 
her’ she could* borrow mine, et I 
really. think it’s too cold for nie to 
go’ out tonight.” 

“I's bitter freezing,” father 
said. “Only a young man of 
rugged constitution could stand it.” 
He coughed| slightly, “YT believe 
I'm catching| cold.” 

I. pushed |back my chair and 
turned out the student lamp. “Al- 
ways remember me as having been 
a dutiful son,” 

“PH go albng,” “Libby said. “7 
won't say aiword. Vl just stand 
there and ign nore Timmy until he 
notices -me.’’| 

Tt had just finished snowing out- 
side. Libby) and 1 followed our 
breath vapor down the block and 
our boots crunched over the dry. 
flakes. 

In the er isp air we could hear the 
Ting of show shovels an cement as 
some of our neighbors began clear- 
ing their sidewalks, 

* We went lup the steps of the 
Collier, hous¢ and I rang the door- 
bell. The girl who answered the 
door and smiled in an inquiring 
way was about 20 and she had dark 
hair with a touch of curl in it. 

“Hello, Jenny,” Libby said. -“This 


is my big brother, Ned.” 

T cleared |my throat. “Here’s 
your pan.” | 

“This is |Jenny,” Libby said. 


“Timmy’s sister,. She goes to col- 
Jege or something, but she’s home 
for a visit.” | 

Jenny had |decp blue eyes. “Won't 

yoy please tome in?” she asked. 
res dreadfully cold outside.” 

We took i our coats in the hall 
ahd } walked into the living room 
carrying the sponge cake pan. 
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THA! you ae TO FACE ME SO7 THIS 
 WEREN’T CONSIDERING || WOULD NoT HAVE HAPPENED IF YOUR SEARCH- 


snow? 

“Well, they felt like rocks,’ Lib- 
by said. “Right on the back of my 
head, a 

"Y ‘never aim that high,” Timmy 
 aaid, sitting up to glare at her. 

“Well, children will be ehh greOy, 
I suppose,” I Said. 

Jenny liked the wisdom of ad 
statement, 
to that.” 

“Tl hel 
work,” Libb 
we can look at television.” 


@nation, “Where ean you find rocks 4 
when | everything s covered with 


you with. your home- 
y said to Timmy, “Then 


My eyes and Jenny’s met. and | 


then ,we looked away, but Just 
slightly. 

“My parents are at the havien 
she said. 

1 nodded sagely. “A very healthy 


recreation.” 
uy out of her. chair and 


stood ovgr Timmy. She peered down 
at wh 
haven't gotten very far.” 

“Never mind, "he said. “E started ; 
late.” 

“Oh, yes,’ 


he had been doing. “You 


membering. “The cake pan.” J held , 


it out. 


“I'll take it into’ the kitchen,” 
Jenny said. 


‘LIBBY IS_ 
DISAPPOINTED 


When she returned I was stand- 


ing. “Well, I guess we'll be getting 
home now, I won’t keep you from 
whatéver you were doing when we 
came, 


We stood there smiling at each 
other. . 

“AN right,” Libby said finally 
with resignation. “But I’m disap- 
pointed. 

“Just wait until I see you to- 
morrow,” Timmy said. 

“What will you do?” she asked 
with interest. 

“Tl think of. something,” he said 
ominously. 

When we were outside, Li 
sighed. “Well, at least you prek 
the ice. Why do men get so toniriie: 
tied 7” 

“She didn’t say much either,” IY 
said defensively. 

Libby pondered on that. “That's 
right,” she said, frowning. “Do you 


“I think there’s a lot}: 


ry said, suddenly re- | 
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“She... Don’t 
re-checking my hor 
“The point, is,” 1 


“did you Miike her?’ 


“She was wtb 

“That’s what . 
said. eetendane 

“She goes to the 
evening at 9 o'cloc] 
‘Libby said. “She 
diet. I hope f don 
up: I love malteds, 
- “I sthought you 
starve in a labora 


I mut 


“¥t’s a quarter to 

“At approximately 
9 I closed my bool 
of you figure you' 
favor? - I’ve been 
problem for 10 min 
know how to answe 

‘Just be natural, 
“You re charming’ 

niember to be natur 
‘ent if you simply r 

“E was talking ab 
ing ‘problem, I’m 
j tracted.” 

“You're confused 
“T think that’s won 

“I'm not confuse: 
I feel like a, rabb 
Hons.” 

“Take it easy, sc 
“It’s got to happen 
never regretted it.” 

“You' re sweet, 
said. 

"Libby was at the 
she is now, going to 
She's walking prett 

I drummed my 
table and then final 
into a grin. I got + 
ward the closet. “I! 
throw sn, wballs, bee | 

“Whilf you're ‘at { 
father s id, “bring 


cigdys,’” 
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_. asked him, , 


‘his 


. head 


wells,” dad said, looking over his 


_ < paper. | 


“How old are you, realy,” -I 


“All right,” he said, “So T read 
it somewhere. But some of them 


’ still wore pigtails, when I was a 
bo ,? o 


Libby gliriced over at'the work I 
, Was doing? “Why don't you go out 
with girls more?” | . ; 
“Because I'm too busy, learning 


.to be an engineer, and_ besides, 
girls: talk too much. Why ‘don’t 
‘you firish your homework?" - 


“Um through.” ° 

Father laid down the‘ paper ‘so 
*he could.refill his pipe. “By the 
way, Ned, what ever happened to 
that. .Frances (something-or-other 
who abway? went-skiing with you? 
I haven't seen her around lately.” 

“She got married,” I said. 


| THE BLONDE 
| THAT LISPED ~ 


“A. wife cnn be a great help to a 
husband in his career,” Libby said, 
“I’m going to marry a struggling 
acientist“and we'll starve together 
in his laboratosy.- I think Timmy 


: Collier’s going to ‘be a geologist, 


He puts rocks in his snowballs.” 

‘ “Oh, yes,” mother said. “The 
Collier, family that just moved in 
down. the ,street.” . 

‘.“And that blonde ' what’sther- 
name that lisped?” father asked.2 
’ | rubbed the back of my neck, 
“She fot marriel.” ‘ : 

“See,” Libby said. | “Everybody 
gets married, “What's wrong “with 
you?” +, F 

“Did you say he puts rocks in 
snowbulls; dear?” mother 
asked, 

“They* got edges on them,” Libby. 
said. She clasped .her forchead. 
“Oh, the" pain!” * 

“What are you now?” T- asked, 
“Bernhardt?” — 

“{ think you ought to go over 


‘and speak’ ‘to his parents about [ 


that, Ned,"Cmother said, 
“Who's Bernhardt?” Libby asked. 
“Yow come you skip over: the 


of the house?” I asked 
‘mother, “That's his job." 
“I’m Yellow, ‘son,’ father said. 


. “Bernhardt .was,art actress. I re- 
member her well.” He glanced at 
me. “Anyway, I read about her.” 

“Putting rocks jn .snowballs: is 


’ wow! SHE 


| A WILD ONE. 


front of him, 


‘I. THOUGHT GWEN 
SURE THREW | GAY WAS ON THE 
WAY OUT/ ISN’T 
SHE UNDER THE 
CARE OF A DOCTOR, 
WITH A TRAINED NURSE 
24 HOURS A DAY? 


her she could* borrow mine, but I 
really. think it’s too cold for me to 
go out. tonight,” : 

“It's “bitter freezing,” father 

said. “Only a young man of 
rugged constitution could stand it,” 
He coughed slightly. “I believe 
I’m catching’ cold.” : 
’ T pushed baek my chair and 
turned out the student lamp. “Al. 
ways remember me as having been 
a dutiful son,” 

“Pll go along,” Libby said. “I 
won't say a’ word. Yl just stand 
there and ignore Timmy until he 
notices: me.” 

-It had just finished snowing out- 
side. Libby and | followed our 
breath vapor down the block and 
our boots crunched ‘over the dry 
flakes, i 

In the crisp air we could hear the 
ring of show shovels on cement as 
some of our-neighbors began clear- 
‘ing their sidewalks, 

* We went up the steps «f the 
Collier house and I rang the door- 
bell. The girl who answered the 
door and smiled in an inquiring 
way was ahout 20 and she had dark 
hair with a touch of curl in it. 

“Hello, Jenny,” Libby said. “Thig 
is my big brother, Ned.” 

IT cleared my throat. 
your pan.” | 

“This is Jenny,” Libby said. 
“Timmy’s sisteg,. She goes to col- 
lepe or soneifing, but- she’s home 
for a visit.” ‘ 

Jenny had deep blue eyes. “Won't 
you please: come in?’ she asked. 


“Here's 


“Tt's dreadfully cold outside.’ 


We took off our coats in the hall 

ahd’I walked into the living room 
carrying the sponge eake pan. 
. Timmy Collier was stretched out 
on the rug avith his homework in 
He scowled at Libby 
and returned té his books with 
great concentration. j 

“ET already did my homework,” 
Libby said sweetly. “Boys are al- 
ways slower,” as 

Jenny Collier and T sat opposite 
each other, I ‘fotnd that the light 
of the floor lamp put an auburn 
burnish to her hair, 

“Oh, yes,” I ‘said after a while, 
“Timmy's been puiting rocks in his 
snowballs.” 

Jenny looked at him, “That's 
awful, Timmy. . 


“What rocks?” Timmy demand- |’ 
ed, his voice squeaking with indig-ltrocks in the snowhalls?” 
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GO OUT 
A BANG 


YES, BUT MAYBE 
SHE WANTED IT « 
THIS WAY—- TO 
WITH 


slightly. . 
“My yerents are at the movies,” 
she' said. 
I nadded sagely. “A very healthy 
recreation.” , : 
- Libby got out of her chair and 


was gta 


stood over Jimmy. She peered down |- 


at what he had been doing. “You 
haven't gotten very far.” 

“Never mind,” he said. “T started 
late.” Bee aa 

“Oh, yos,”. F said, suddenly re- 
membering. “The cake pan.” I held 
it out. ; 

“I'll take it- into: the kitchen,” 
Jenny said. 


LIBBY IS — . 
DISAPPOINTED 


When she returned I was stand- 
ing. “Well, I guess we'll be getting 
-home now. I won’t keep you from 
whatever you were doing when we 
came, 

We’ stood there 
other. | : 

“All right,” Libby said finally 
with resignation. “But I’m disap- 
pointed.” 

“Just wait until I see you to- 
morrow,” Timmy said. 

“What will you do?” she asked 
with interest. : 

* “I'l think of something,” he-said 
ominously. ' _ ; ; 

When’ we were outside, Libby 
sighed. “Well, at least you broke 
the ice. Why do men get so tongue- 
tied 27” 

“She didn’t say much either,” I 
said defensively, _ A 

Libby pondered on that. . “That's 
right,” she said, frowning. “Do you 
suppose that could ever happen to 
me when I grow up?” | 

Back home we took off our coats 
and I went back into the Hving 


smiling at each 


picked, up my slide rule. 

My |mather finished darning one 
and,one half pairs of socks before 
she put aside her mending basket.- 
“Well?” she asked. “Do you want 
me to die of curiosity?” 

“That's what I say,” father said. 
“How was it?” : 

I looked at him. “So you were in 
on it too.” ; 

“Now, son,” he said. “Don’t look 
at me like I betrayed you.” - 
I turned my eyes on Libby. “And 


FLING—/ fi 


eat turned on the lamp and_| 


ONE Last VION | 


get o BW YyURLLer vO ou,” 
+ At approximately fiv 
9 E closed my books. 
of you figure you're 
favor? Pve been’: st 
| problem for 10 minute: 
now how to answer it 
“Just be natural,” 1 
“You're charming wi 
im.ember to be. natural: 
ilem if you simply rela: 
“tT was talking about 
‘ing -problem.’ I’m con 
; tracted.” 
i “You're confused,” 
“I think that’s wondei- 
“I'm-not confused. | 
T feel: like a rabbit ; 
lions.” ; ; 
“Take it ‘easy, son,” 
“It’s got to happen to 
never regretted it.” 
“You're sweet, de: 
said. |. 
Libby was at the wit 
| she is now, going to th 
She's walking pretty s 
I drummed. my fin 
table and then finally | 
into a grin. I got up: 
ward the closet. “I’m 
throw sriowballs,” I sz 
, While you're at the 
father said, “bring me 


cigars,” ; 
THE END 
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Proudly arrayed i 
motoreyele outfit — r: 
trousers, leather. jac 
and goggles, I rode to 
home, rang the bell 
awaited his admi 
brother, 3, opened the 
horror and disbelief a: 
kind of a man are yo} 

‘Meriden, Conn., 


After his first day 
asked my son,-6, if he 
anything. “Oh, yes, 
found out that you r 
when the teacher is lo 

‘Bridgeport, Conn. 


oR, 
TERING 
UNTRY'S 


ne.) 
work and chewed 
| noticing boys-for 


k & do is throw 
ig tous,’ mother said, 


. can take over the 


van. FY met Mrs. Col- 
permarket today and 
she wanted to make 
tomorrow but she 
che pan for it, I told 
*borrow mine, put I 
3 too cold for the to 
t.” j 


t freezing,” father 

a young man of 
ution could stand it.” 
slightly. “I believe 
sold.” - 
back my chair and 
2 student lamp. “Al- 
er me as having been 


ng,” Libby said. “T 
word. Pl just stand 
sore Timmy until he 


finished snowing out- 
and I followed our 
down the block and 
anched over the dry. 


air we could hear the 
shovels on cement as 
eighbors began clear- 
walks, 

ip the steps of the 
and I rang the .door- 
rl who answered the 
fled in an inquiring 
t 20 and she had dark 
such of eur) in it. 
ay,” Libby said, “This 


ther, Ned.” 
my throat. “Here's 
Jenny,” Libby said. 


ter. She goes to col- 
ching, but she’s home 


leep blue eves. “Won't 

ome in?” she asked. 
ly cold outside.” 

* our coats in the hall 
inte the living room 
enAnen eels nan 


(HA! you DARE TO FACE ME SOF THIS BSS 
WOUL? NOT HAVE HAPPENED IF YOUR SEARCH- 
LIGHT HAD NOT BLINDED OUR GUARDS! jx 


Snation. “Where can you find rocks¢ 


when everything's covered with 
snow ?”? ‘ . 
. “Well, they felt Hke rocks,” Lib- 
by said. “Right on the back of my 
head.” i 

“I ‘never aim that high,’ Timmy 


| Said, sitting up to glare at her. 


“Well, children will be children, 
I suppose,” I said. . 


Jenny liked the wisdom of my. 
statement. “I think there’s a lot 


to that.” : 

“Vl help you with. your home- 
work,” Libby said to Timmy. “Then 
we can look at television.” j 

My eyes and Jenny’s met. and 
then, we looked away, but just 
slightly. erat 

“My parents are at the thovies,” 
she said. 

IT nodded sagely. “A very healthy 


stood ovgr Timmy. She peered down 
at w. he had been doing. “You 
haven't gotten very far.” 

“Never mind,” he said, “I started 
late.” : : 

““Oh, yes,” IT said, suddenly re- 
membering. “The cake pan.” I held 
it out. 

“Til take it into’ the. kitchen,” 
Jenny said. 


" LIBBY 1S 
DISAPPOINTED 


When she returned I was stand- 
ing. “Well, I guess we'll be getting 
home now. I won’t keep you from 
whatever you were doing when we 
came, ‘ 

We -stood there smiling at each 
other, . nee 

“AH right,” Libby said finally 
with resignation. “But I'm disap- 
poihted.” 

‘Just wait until I see you to- 
morrow,” Timmy said. 

“What will you do?” she-asked 
with interest. a3) 

“T’ll think of something,” he said 
ominously, , 

When we were outside, Likby 
sighed. “Well, at least you broke 
the ice. Why do men get so tongue- 
tied 7” 

“She didn't say much either,” I 
said defensively. ‘ 

Libby pondered on that. “That’s 


wt eked #2 


recreation.” . 
thy [ro out of her chair and 


aia heaaeeeeeneneeenee 


AND A BIT OF EXTRA. 
L YOU IN SPOTTING ‘EM 


“She... Don't bother me. I’m 
re-checking my homework.” °° 
“The point is,” my mother said, 
“did you like her?” ~ 
"She was alright, I guess.” 
“That’s what I like,” father 
said. “Steaming enthusiasm” 
“She goes to the drug store every, 
evening. at 9 o’clock for a malted,” 
‘Libby said. “She doesn’t have te 
diet. I hope I don’t when I gtow 
‘ap: I love malteds.” * : 
}. “I*thought you were going to 
starve in a laboratory?” I’ began 
studying a ‘problem on torsion. 
“Cake pan,” I muttered under my 
breath, : Price 
it’s a quarter to 9,” Libby said, 
At approximately five minutes to 


of you figure you’re doing me a 
favor? : I’ve been studying this 
problem for 10 minutes:and I don’t 
know how to answer it.” ; 

“Just be natural,” mother said. 
“You're charming when ‘you re 

; member to be natural. It’s no~prob- 
| lenx if you simply relax.” ' 

| “E was talking about an engineer- 
‘ing problem, 
; tracted.” 

“You're confused,” mother said. 
“T think that’s wonderful.” 

“I’m not confused. I’m irritated. 
I feel like a rabbit in a den of 
lions.” ce 

“Take it easy, son,” father said. 
“It’s got to happen to every one. I 
hever regretted it,’ 

‘You're sweet, dear?’ mother 
said. . 

‘Libby was at the window. “There 
she is now, going to the drug store. 
She’s walking pretty slow.” -- 

I drummed my fingers on the 
table and then finally had to byeak 
into a grin. I got upand went to- 
-ward tha closet. “I’m going ont to 
throw snbwhballs,” I said. 

“Whilé you're at the drug store,” 

father aid, “bring me a couple of 


cigars,” 
THE END 
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erch childish onying printed. Un- 
accepted manuscripts cnnnot be re- 
turned. .Addrean “Retehs Clot. 


THOUGHT IT WAS MOST COOPERATIVE OF ME. \ 
WE ASSUMED YOU'D FLUSHED SMUGGLERS 


9 I closed my books. “How: do, ‘all |P 


‘she said in'telling me of the re- 


I’m completely dis-- 


LIGHT WOULD ASSIST 


» 
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'Poor Reach 
For Beauty . 
. And Get lt 


By GLADYS BEVANS 
A woman I knew was what I 
{suppose we might call 2 home mis- 
isionary. She ‘was little and “quite 
Jold, spry as a-bird, stone-deaf, and — 
sunny, Witty and ‘worldwise. She 
was sent by her church to work in’ 
the Deep: South, in a remote area 
where the farmers were extremely | 
oor. ‘ ‘ 
“You should have seen our exhi- 
bition of the handicraft of the 
farmers’ wives ‘and daughters,” 


sults of the campaign-to bring 
beauty into the lives of ‘these 
jpeople. — we 


Dress From Sacks 


“What do you think. one of the 
‘Noveliest. things. was? It was a, lit- 
tle girl’s dress made of meal sacks! 
They had been washed and dyed 
land fagotted together and embroi- 
j dered. It was lovely. : 

“You see the people down there | 
have practically ‘no money. So we 
must teach them to use what Hes | 
at hand to bring interest and | 
beauty into their lives. ‘They re- 
spond so éagerly.” _ 

And she went on to tell me of 
the amazing use the worien made- 
of the humble material that their 
way of living offered. 

This came back to me when I be- | 
gan to write this week about the 
prevalent belief that modern life 
presents no opportunities for chil- 
dren to build~character. It cer- 
tainly doesn’t present some of the 
challenges of the “good old days,” 
(especially the proverbial woodbox 
to be kept filled) as. we were ‘say~ 
ing. yesterday; but hasn't that al- 
ways been the. ery in each gen- ° 
eration? 


Life Challenges 
Perhaps in 


Faw. nale woth 


ry 


the story of" the 
5 eas [ed ' 


2 


could* borrow mine, but I 
chink it’s too cold for me.to 
tonight.” 
bitter freezing,” father 
“Only a young man of 
constitution could stand it.” 
ighed slightly. “I believe 
ching cold,” 
shed back my chair and 
out the student lamp, “Al- 
‘member me as having been 
al son.”. 
go along,” Libby said, “I 
ay a word. I'll just stand 
nd ignore Timmy until he 
me.” 
? just finished snowing out- 
Libby and 1 followed our 
vapor down the block and 
ots crunched over the dry 


2 crisp air we could hear the 
SNOW shovels On cement as 
‘ollr neighbors began clear- 
rr sideWalks. . 

vent up the steps of the 
house and I rang the door- 
‘he girl who answered’ the 
id smiled in an inquiring 
s about 20 and she had dark 
‘+h a touch of cur! in it. 

», Jenny,” Libby said, “This 
ig brother, Ned.” 

ared my throat. “Here's 
n 


is Jenny,” Libby = said. 
“gs sister. She goes to col- 
aowmething, but she’s home 
sit.’ 

had deep blue eyes. “Won't 
-a8e came in?” she asked. 
sadfully cold outside.” 

10k off our coats in the hall 
ralked into the living room 
t the sponge cake pan. 

y Collier was stretched out 
rug with his homework in 
him. He scowled at Libby 
urned td his booka with 
ymecentration. 

ready did mg homework,” 
aid sweetly. “Boys are al- 
awer,” 

Collier and T sat opposite 
ver, T found that the light 
floor ‘lamp put an auburn 

to her hafr. é 
yes,” T said after awhile, 
’s been putting rocks in his 

g > 


looked at him. “That’s 
Timmy. 
t rocks?” Timmy demand- 
voice squeaking with indig- 


sngently. : 

“My parents are at the movies,” 
she said. ' 

I nodded sagely. “A very healthy 
recreation.” PON 

Libby got out of her chair and 
stood over Timmy. She peered down | 
at what he had been doing. “You 
haven’t gotten very far.” 

“Never mind,” he said, “I started 
late.” ett, 

‘Oh, yes,” J said, suddenly re- 
membering. “The cake pan.” I held 
it owt. eee 

“I'll take it into’ the kitchen,” 
Jenny said, . 


| LIBBY {s° 
| DISAPPOINTED 


When she returned I was stand- 
ing. “Well, I guess we'll be-gettirig 
home now, I won't keep you from 
whatéver you were doing when we 
came, 

We stood there smiling 
other. nh 

“All right,” Libby said finally 
with resignation. “But I'm disap- 
poihted.” 

“Just wait until T see 
morrow,” Timmy said. 

“What will you do?” she asked 
with interest. . : 

“PN think of something,” he said 
ominously, : ; 

When we were outside, Libby 
sighed. “Well, at least you broke 
the ite. Why do men get so tongue- 
tied?” , 

: "She didn't say much either,” I 
said defensively. 

Libby pondered on that. - “That's 
right,” she said, frowning. “Do you 
suppose that could ever happen te 
me when I grow up?” 

Back home we took off our coats 
and I went back into the living 
room. I turned on the Inmp and 
picked up my slide rule. | 

My mother finished darning one 
and dne half pairs of socks before 
she put side her mending basket. | 
“Well?” she asked. “Do you want 
me to die of curiosity?” 

“That's what I say,” father said, 
“How was it?” ; 

I looked at him. “So you were in 
on it too.” 3 

“Now, son,” he said. “Don’t look 
at me like I betrayed you.” - 

I turned my eyes on Libby. “And 
rocks in the snowballs?” 


at each 


you to- 


YES, BUT MAYBE 
SHE WANTED IT 
THIS WAY-— To 
GO OUT WITH 

A BANG/ ad 


At approximately five min to 
9 I closed my books. “How do‘all 
of you figure you're 
favor? I've been studying” this 
problem for 10 minutes-and I don't 
know how to answer it,” ; 
“Just be natural,” mother said. 
You're charming wher: you ret 
i m.ember to be natural. It’s no prob- 
i lem if you simply relax.” ; : 

“I was talking about an engineer. 
‘ing problem. I'm ‘completely dis- 
i tracted.” 

“You're confused,” mother said. 
“{ think that’s wonderful.” 
: “I'm not confused, I’m irritated. 
T-feel like a rabbit in-a-den of 
lions.” 

“Take it easy, sou,” father said: 
“It's got to happen to every one. I 
never regretted it,” 


« 


“Youre sweef, dear’? mother 


said, 

Libby was at the window. “There 
.she is now, going.to the drug store. 
She’s walking pretty slow.” 

I drummed my fingers on the 
table and then finally had to break 
into a grin. I got upand went to- 
ward the closet. “I'm going out to 
throw snowballs,” I said, 

. “While you're at the drug store,” 
father said, “bring me a couple of 


cigars.” 
‘ THE END 


‘Df BRIGH 


SAYINGS 


THE NEWS will pny 83° for 
each childish exying printed. Un- 
Recented manuscripts cannot he re- 
turned. Address “Bright Sayingn,” 
THR NmEWws, 220 BE, 42a St. New 
York 17. N. ¥ “6 


Proudly arrayed in my new 
motoréycle outfit— riding, boots, 
trousers, leather jacket, helmet 
and goggles, I rode to my friend’s 
home, rang the bell and eagerly 
awaited his admiration. His 
brother, 3, opened the door and in 
horror and disbelief asked, “What 
kind of a man are you?” 

Meriden, Conn. EK. M. M. 


After his first day at school, I 


asked my son, 6, if he had. learned |. 


anything, “Oh, yes, Mother, I 
found out that you mustn’t talk 
when the teacher is looking!” 

. Bridgeport, Conn, N. E,W, 


. 


doing me a /. 


where the farmers were extremely 
poor. ; . eM bes 

“You should have seen,our exhi- 
bition of the handicraft of tha 
farmers’ wives ‘and daughters,” 
she said in telling me ‘of the re- 
sults of the campaign. to bring 
beauty into the. lives ‘of these 
‘| people, 4 - i. 


Dress From Sacks = * 


-“What do you think one of the. 
jloveliest things was?, Jt was a lit- 
tle girl’s dress made of meal sacks! 

They had been washed and dyed 
tand fagotted together and embroi- 

dered. It was lovely. : a 
{ “You see the people down there 

have practically tio money, So we 

must teach them to use what lies 
at hand to bring interest and 
beauty into their lives. They re- 

spond so eagerly.” ooo 
‘And she ,went on to tell me of 
the amazing use the woynen made~ | 
of the humble material that their 
way of living offered. 

‘This came back to me when I be- 
gan to write this week about the 
prevalent belief that modern life 
presents no opportunities for chil- 
dren to build-character. It cer- 
tainly doesn’t present some of the 
challenges of the “good old days,* 
(especially the proverbial weodbo 
to be kept filled) as we were say 
ing yesterday; but hasn’t that al- 
ways been the cry in each gen- 
eration ? 


Life Challenges 


"Perhaps: in ‘the story of the 
farmer's wife who wrought. beauty 
out of meal sacks, lies our lesson 
‘for today, After all,:do our children 
need a woodbox” and the problems 
ff yesterday ‘to develop these 
qualities which all together make 
up the valuable thmg we call 
character? | : 

Today’s parents have developed 
quite an inferior fecling pbout the 
hardships their children don’t have 
to buck, They need not. Each way 
of life presents its own chalienges. 
What we have to do is to learn to 
use the ones which lie at hand, 


Bullding Trathfulness tn a leaflet 
obtuinable on request. Send n lon, 
stumped, nddrexsed envelope for i. 
Addvexs Mrs, Gladyx Bevans, THE 
NEWS, 220 BL. 42d St. New York 
Ww. N.Y. ee 


(BANG: BANG/) 
LET ME OUT 
OF HERE-{ 
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